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A very late and very cheesy holiday tale. Hopefully it brings you a little holiday cheer. Happy holidays! 


Malls are the worst, full of annoying little kids and idiotic people. But he had to be here, he forgot to get Lars 
a gift and it was their only day off to get presents. It was Christmas Eve and the mall was packed with last 
minute Christmas shoppers. The only good thing was that everyone was so busy with their gifts that no one 
knew that James was there. Other than that it was hell on earth. James had no idea what to get Lars; he just 
knew he had to get him a good gift. In and out; that was the plan. He walked up to the mall guide and saw his 
options. Gucci, Dillard's, GameStop, FYE, Fossil, HM, Coach, Nine West, Nordstrom, Neiman Marcus, Sears.. 

"A mall full of at least a thousand stores and there's like, two good ones." He turned and took a good look at 
his surroundings and tried to figure out how to navigate the mall without stepping on someone or getting 
caught in the crowd. He decided to stop first at FYE since it was right across him. Slowly, and almost running 
into several people, he made it safely. He walked up to the cashier, a tall long haired guy and asked if he had 
any Budgie CDs. It was going great, and then the kid looked up. 

"Oh my god. You're James Hetfield!" 

"Uh, no l'm not. lim James Hatfield" 


"No, l'm pretty sure you're Metallica's frontman! You have the same tattoos, the same hair, the same 
everything! | can't believe you're shopping at my store!" 

Of all the places he decided to go to first he had to pick the one with this guy. "Ok, guy listen, | just want to 
buy a CD for my friend. No autographs, no drawing attention, just tell if you have the CD or not, give it to 
me, and let me go in peace." 

The guy stared at him for a moment, "Not even a quick picture?" 

James turned and walked away, in the background he heard the guy shouting, "This is so going on Facebook!" 
He walked back to the mall guide and checked to see where Nordstrom was, he wasn't sure what they sold 
there but he was bound to find something Lars would like. He scanned the guide, "Second level, alright." And he 


was off. 


Meanwhile on the other side of the same mall Lars was checking the mall guide and wondering what he should 
get as a last minute Christmas present for James. "This is just perfect, | could have gone last week, | could 
have ordered something off the internet, but no." He took a look around at all the people, running like maniacs 
and carrying presents in their arms. He was one too; the only difference was he didn't have any presents of 
his own. After scanning the guide again he decided to try his luck on the first floor. "Just hope no one tries to 
stop me for an autograph," although that seemed highly unlikely with this many people running around the mall. 


Besides he was in his regular clothes, no one ever really saw celebrities when they wore regular clothes. 


Shoving his way through the crowds, Lars made his way to the escalators. As he went down he turned and 
took a quick look around trying to see his options. He made sure to note every possible store he could hit 
before he would be out of luck. The only thing he didn't take note of was James going up the escalator next to 
his. James didn't notice Lars either, being that he was conveniently facing the opposite way. 


Once James got up to the second floor he tried his luck in Nordstrom. "This store sells good stuff.. think," he 
checked how much money he had before walking in, "I've sold over a hundred million albums and all | have is 
fifty dollars. Today of all days is the day | forget my credit card," It didn't matter at this point though, he had 
a mission and that mission was to find his man a Christmas gift. He spotted a jacket and felt better, until he 
saw the price. 

"Even Lars wouldn't pay two hundred for this," he threw the jacket at the rack and picked it up when he saw 
an employee frown at him. "This is ridiculous, who'd spend this much on clothes?" His question was answered 
as he saw a woman purchase a shirt for a hundred dollars. He sighed and left the store, it was too fancy for 


Lars anyway. Across from the store there was a Sears, which could work too he figured. 


Lars wondered what James was doing. He had really wanted to spend the day with him but when he realized he 
didn't have a gift, he thought he'd postpone the date for a while. How long it would need to be postponed was 


another question. James wasn't the hardest person to shop for; he mainly wanted music or maybe something 


he could use to rebuild another car. Unfortunately he had no clue what music he wanted and there weren't 
many auto shops in the mall. He stopped when he walked by the craft store. "He likes building things. You have 
to build models. It would be like building a small scale version of a real car." He walked in and decided on ‘61 
Chevy Impalla and ‘64 El Camino models. "Done and done.” It wouldn't end up being the best Christmas present 
ever but it's the thought that counts right? Lars was calmer now but didn't want to go home just yet. Now 
he realized how hungry he was. "All that running around works up and appetite | guess," so he headed for food 


court. 


James couldn't find anything interesting in Sears that was under fifty dollars other than a vacuum cleaner. He 
abandoned hope in that store and moved on to yet another journey into the crowd of consumers. He found a 
craft store that looked promising and walked in just as someone was leaving. The man rushed by but he didn't 
see who it was. "Hm Lars has that same jacket." Before going into the store he stopped and thought about the 
man who had rushed by. "He's the same height as Lars too.." Now he was curious and followed the guy who 
might be Lars. His new journey led James to the food court and when the mystery man stopped to purchase 
some chicken he hid behind a plant. The man turned around, "Wow he does look like Lars," he was about to 
leave when he figured it out. "Oh wait." 


This wasn't exactly what he needed but it wasn't too terrible. He was almost done with his gift expedition and 
had a safe bet of Lars being in the food court for at least half an hour. Before he could be discovered, James 
sneaked away back to the craft store. Just as he did Lars looked up, "Huh, James has that same jacket." 


Once more on the hunt for a gift, James searched the store for something interesting. "Lars likes art so there 
has to be something here | can get him." Models, paint by colors, Easter egg kits for some reason. He settled 
on some paint by numbers in the end. "He likes paintings, now he can paint his own" 

After paying for the gift James headed back to the entrance, soon he would be home and free of the worry 
of a gift for another year. Or at least another day since Lars' birthday was the day after Christmas. This 
freedom was short-lived; as he was passing by the food court he accidentally walked into someone and caused 
them to drop their bags. 

‘Sorry, sorry," he started to help the person and then realized that it was Lars. "Oh darn" 

"Hey! What a coincidence! We're both here chilling at the mall and not purchasing last minute gifts because we 
procrastinated our gift shopping!" 

"We both know that's why we're here you elf" 

"I find your lack of festivity disturbing.” 

"I find your lack of a gift disturbing," James handed him the bag. 

Lars smiled and handed James a bag as well. "You went to the craft store too?" 

"Yeah," he blushed, "You like art and all that shit, don't you?" 

Its pretty cool," Lars opened the bag and pulled out the gift, "Paint by numbers! How did you know?" 

"Lucky guess," he laughed, "now you can add some new paintings to your collection” 


"Thank you," he kissed his cheek, barely reaching standing on the tip of his toes. "Open yours." 


James reached into the bag and pulled out the small boxes, "Model cars? Are these the ones you build 
yourself?" Lars nodded and smiled. "That's adorable," he gave Lars a quick kiss, "just like you." 


"If I'm gonna be an elf | might as well be a cute one." 


They went home content with the outcome of their Christmas. It wasn't the ideal holiday, twisting, turning 
through the mall. They had made it though, they'd made it through the crowd, through the gift exchange, 
through the never. Whatever that was. 


